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no more successful attempts to get into the mind of his women-
folk the importance of collecting willows than he did to make
them realize the catastrophic menace of Communism.
It was therefore a triumphant release to the Cumber girl to
carry her dogmatic botanist to Dorchester, knowing that in
her absence her other self, in the person of Lottie Day, would
dust most vigorously and with most thoroughness where dust-
ing was most forbidden.
It cannot be said that this son of "the professor in a small
Midland college" was in the least interested in excavations;
but since he had well nigh exhausted both the indigenous and
the exotic vegetation in the environs of Beulah Lodge he ac-
cepted his commission with alacrity, bearing with him not only
reams of Black-Shirt propaganda but the most capacious of all
possible botanizing tins.
Early as was the start of the Cumber pair, it was impossible
for them to reach Dorchester till mid-day; and long before
that, in fact, before most of the inhabitants of the old town
were stirring, considerable numbers of interested people were
already on the way to Maiden Castle. Among those might
have been seen—while the Corn Exchange clock was striking
ten and the bells of Fordington Church were already ringing
—quite a large group of our particular acquaintances setting
out from Friary Lane. Both the Glymes menages were repre-
sented, Nancy alone, by an arrangement with Thuella, having
stayed behind to cook a combined Sunday dinner. " Don't hurry
back now!" had been her last word to them all. "I'll manage
somehow, however late you are."
D. No-man and Wizzie had privately arranged for Claudius
to accompany them to the scene of action; and this meant—
for the idealistic neighbours were still unreconciled—that
Jenny Dearth found her own reasons for staying at home.
And since she was at home, Wizzie entrusted her with the care
of Lovie.
It was no surprise to Wizzie, as they all met at Jenny's
door, to see the portentous face of her Glymes man, for No-
man had received a telegram, and they took it for granted that
the other Cumber correspondent would be stirred up in the
same way.
But it was a most startling surprise to them both to see
the dapper and even dandified form of old Teucer Wye, swinging

